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PETER  HUTCHINSON 


COMPARISON  IN  RETROSPECT 


I  grew  great  bushelbaskets 

of  onions 
And  spread  grey  potash  from  a  bag 
Bent  under  rain  to  hoe 

the  nettles 
So  tall  and  lush  in  the  ditch 
Endured  the  white  rash  across 
My  face 
The  rain 
I  made  a  pot  and  drank 

fresh  milk  and  sometimes 
Wine 
Fought  the  rats 

for  possession  of 
The  seed  in  the  great  dried  mountains  of  the  peas 
And  if  they  come 
or  if  it  comes  (the  bomb) 
and  everything's  gone  it 
somehow  won't  be  so 
For  when  the  great  red  globe 
Hangs  over  a  barren 
Treeless  horizon 
The  pale  yellow  odorous 
Globes  of  the  onions 
(But  that's  just  a  memory  you  say) 
Have  been 

And  a  better  memory 
(I  say) 

Perhaps  than  sooty  chimneys 
Or  offices  at  nine 
The  printed  symbols  on  a 

check 
(To  me) 


But  what's  a  memory 

but  dead  you  say 

with  no  mind  to 

remember 

But  (then)  how 

important 

the  temporary  holocaust 

(the  universe  itself) 

may  never  have  been 

(I  say) 


SHELTER  FROM  THE  NORTH  WIND 


I  can  see  it  now 
Like  a  bird 
Without  wings 
Southbound  in  summer 
And  it's  dawn 

And  do  I  hear  a  voice 

In  welcome  for  the  release  from  a 

New  start? 

(I  myself  have  always  faced 

the  day  with  what  little  fortitude  I  have) 

Yet  I  too 

Sometimes 

Wait  the  night 

And  when  she  surprises  me 

Looking  for  the  second  dawn 

That  will  make  the  real  one  false 

I  say  (embarrassed) 

The  least  we  could  do 

Is  put  the  children 

Underneath  the  bed 


A  TIME  OF  DECISION 

Will  they  spread  the  seed 

Of  life 

Where  it  has  always  been  and 

Dim  the  albumen  of  the  moon  with  factories 

And  when  the  picnic  is  over 

Will  they  spread  rusty  cans  and  old  newspapers 

From  Mars  to  Andromeda  and  the  outer  reaches 

And  always  strive  to  break 

Some  new  boundary 

Of  decency 

Create  in  wider  spheres 

Weapon  upon  alternating  weapon 

Alternated  plague  and  war 

No,  they  will  propagate  a  greater  race 
And  take  the  thoughts  of  this 
From  such  narrow  to  much  broader  paths 
1  say 

And  though  the  picnic  not  be  worth 

The  scattered  waste  the  trampled  sapling 

The  hunt  the  milkless  fawn 

They  will  have  their  outer  feasts 

Chase  expanding  dreams 

To  learn  containment  this  time 

And  break  their  inner  like  their  outer  limitations 

To  clean  up  after  dreams  are  done 


NEWS  ITEM  TWELFTH  DECEMBER 

It  was  ten  below  and  he  walked 

But  a  hundred  thousand  blaring 

Television  sets 

Drowned  his  prayers 

And  this  was  not  1930 

This  is  now 

(Who  cares  what  war  he  fought  in 

Or  why  he  could 

Or  would  not  work) 

He  walked  until  his  feet  froze 

(It  said) 

His  name  was  Jerry  something 

I  don't  remember 

For  I  never  knew  him 

(Or  what  wife  he  left 

Or  child 

Or  how  he  came  among  the  cold 

Black  steel  buildings 

In  the  bitter  cold 

Or  the  long  distances 

He  had  traveled  from  coast  to  coast) 

A  thousand  automobiles 

Four  million  souls 

So  much  noise  and  warmth 

(And  did  he  look  all  day  for  work?) 

It  said  he  was  a  transient 

(In  four  short  lines 

That  are  not  even  news 

Now 

If  they  ever  were 

For  that  was  yesterday 

Already) 

It  said  he 

Crawled  into  a  hole  in  the  sidewalk 

Beneath  the  elevated 


(But  who  cares 

What  crimes  he  had  committed 

Or  not  committed 

Or  what  vices  and  pleasures 

And  loves  he  had) 

He  was  only  thirty-three 

And  not  half  done  with  living 

It  was  ten  below 

And  he  crawled  into  a  hole 

Beneath  the  elevated 

And  a  thousand  screaming  tires 

And  televisions 

Drowned  his  groans 

And  who  knows  even 

Who  found  him 

For  he  died. 

Yes  he  froze  amid  the  tall  black 

Windy  buildings 

And  the  plenty 

Among  the  turned  away  faces 

(Who  knows  who  found 

The  dead  black  feet 

Protesting  in  that  snowy  morning 

Some  playing  children 

Or  a  policeman) 

He  froze  amid 

The  tall  bleak  buildings 

And  the  awful  needless  waste 

And  he  is  dead  there 

But  who  cares 

Who  cares 


ON  DEATH  IN  OUR  TOWN 


Is  the  gold  come  a  little  soon  this  year? 

(Here  on  this  wooden  flower  stood  one) 

Such  healthy  outward  glow  must  surely  hide  some 

Hidden  consumption 

Beneath  the  glowing  cheek 

(And  here  charred  stood  a  knotty  ancient  one 

Witness  to  seventy  summers). 

Necrosis 

Insidiously  undermining 

A  heritage  of  seventy  summers. 

Are  seventy  summers 

Then 

To  be  thus  laid  low  by  a  single  fatal  bite? 

Should  a  single  stab 

Necessitate  a  yellow  cross 

And  seventy  fruitful  summers  a  ring  of  toadstools? 

Or  is  there  something  deeper 

In  a  greater  ecology 

Where  the  fungus 

Equals  the  tree 

And  the  beetle  equates 

Seventy  summers  with  a  single  blow? 


THE  RAINBOW  FISH 


It  flickered  gently 

Caught  gold  and  red  on  the  line 

(rainbow  they  sighed 
ecstatic) 

Grasped  gently  now  in  rough-lined  hand 


(as  though  it  could  be  grasped 

even  gently 

as  though  the  rainbow  colours  would  not  disappear 

in  the  rough  catalyst  hand 

as  though  returned  regretfully  to  its  water 

it  would  not  die) 


A  LIGHT  APRIL 


A  light  April  spatter 

Of  bullets 

And  he  held  so  very  carefully 

The  small  life 

The  dog 

In  his  arms 

(low-flying  evil 
small  black  dog 
old  man) 

With  London  in  ruins 
He  held  so  very  carefully 
The  doglife 
Why  he  did  not  know 
Except  that  to  save  one 
Was  one  more  saved 

And  little  black  dogs 
With  sharp  black  ears 
Live  longer 
Than  old  men 
(he  thought) 

And  might  through  him 
Live  past  the  Stukas 
No  matter  how  many  Aprils 
It  took,  nor  how  many  Londons 
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CRAZYJOAN 


Crazyjoan  worked  all  day 

In  the  flowers 

No  one  told  her  it  was  too  hot 

She  held  the  bees  and 
Smiled  when  they  stung  her 
(but  this  was  hardly  ever) 

When  she  felt  like  singing 
Or  dancing 

Or  making  wonderful  faces 
She  did  so 

(there  were  those  who  told  her  when  to  eat 
and  sleep  and  other  things,  unimportant  things, 
and  this  she  didn't  mind) 

But  when  she  wanted  to  talk 
to  herself,  or  to  others 

She  talked 

Or  to  work  much  at  what  pleased  her 

She  did  that  too 

While  the  big  sane  world  went  on 
Outside  the  iron  gates 
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ROSEMARY  COFFEY 


"DID  YOU  HEAR  THE  WIND  LAST  NIGHT 

Did  you  hear  the  wind  last  night  .  .  . 

The  love-wind  bleating  low  and  feeding  in  the  amber  fields 

On  splinters  of  the  sun,  on  mystic  blades  of  time. 

The  wind — the  soft,  sweet  wind 

That  spilled  and  sang  like  honey, 

Velvet  oozed  from  hyssop  in  the  dusk 

And  mellow  hushed  the  willows  in  the  dawn. 

Did  you  hear 

The  polished  diamond  wind  that  glittered  in  the  trees, 

Or  twilight  wind  that  whirled  through  bird  wing  beat  of  days 

And  murmured  misereres  down  endless  chimney  flues  of  sleep. 

And  was  it  still  the  wind? 

The  whimpering  of  winding  sheets,  the  lonely  tallow  dripping  down, 

The  ancient  child's  cry  of  life  beneath  the  dripping  eaves — 

The  soft  mad  wind  with  loosened  singing  hair 

That  stung  November  eyes, 

That  tangled  in  eternal  shadows  of  the  soul. 

I  heard  the  wind  last  night — 

I  caught  the  goldfinch  wind  and  squeezed  it  in  my  hands. 

I  crystal-cut  the  golden  cider  sound  and  sipped  it  dry 

I  fled  with  dry-grey  birds  into  the  poet  mouth  of  time 

And  pierced  the  trembling  fruit  of  love,  cherries  hanging  there. 

I  drank  the  whistle  edge  of  night,  the  gall-rimmed  echo  of  a  bell, 

Saw  the  strange  white  smirking  of  a  star  and  in  my  mind 

The  love-wind  swirled  like  brimstone  locusts  in  the  dark 

And  pain  words  burned,  sharp  buds  that  reddened  into  bloom. 

I  heard  the  wind  last  night 

The  soft  mad  wind  that  whipped  the  glowing  coals 

And  shrieked  to  see  the  flame  leap  high. 
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ST.  JOHN'S  DARK  NIGHT 


In  darkness  lies  the  soul — the  beggar's  eye  of  need, 

The  leper's  bell  that  rattles  passing  time. 

This  negro  flesh  that  burns  black  sweat  at  noon — 

Reeks  this  my  soul.  Yet  did  I  dare  to  sow 

This  flesh  with  night  until  my  eyes  were  blind 

With  light  that  sprang  from  lilies  blooming  there. 

Down  I  fled  through  awful  caverns  of  my  mind 
Where  agony  flows  deep  and  dark  as  midnight  snow. 
They  say  that  nights  are  black  before  the  dawn; 
But  know:  That  light,  alone,  is  dry,  more  brittle 
Than  the  beaks  of  crows.  Dawn-light  thick  as  silt 
Seeps  down  and  clogs  the  soul  and  lines  the  throat. 

A  lover's  pantomime  has  choked  the  twilight  air 
And  kisses  shrivel  in  the  heat,  scatter  down  the  stair 
Beyond  the  open  mouths  of  children  in  the  dusk, 
Beyond  the  sucking  sound  of  lizards  on  the  ground. 
And  then  the  beating  down  of  sleet  that  brings  the  night, 
Sharp  and  sweet,  upon  the  trees,  while  endless  bodies 
Huddled  in  their  beds,  fling  their  arms  and  toss  their  heads 
As  dream-mold  starts  its  creeping  up  their  cheeks. 

And  sleep  comes  white  as  chant;  sleep  comes  bleaker 
Than  a  hermit's  bone;  sleep  climbs  down  the  cowl  of  night 
As  softly  as  a  litany  of  birds — grey  as  windfall  in  the  dawn 
Sleep  whirls  round  like  ash,  and  night  burns  down. 
Yet  love  is  clothed  in  sleep  ...  my  loves  are  these  black  bells 
That  smoulder  on  my  brow. 

Judas  is  the  night. 

His  kiss  sings  down  my  cheek.   He  slips  his  fingers 

Through  my  hair  and  whispers  lyrics  of  farewell; 

He  leaves  unreaped  in  me  the  wheat-fields  of  delight. 

And  though  he  burns  my  lips  with  lights  that  gleam 

Like  blackthorn  in  his  chalice  of  despair,  How  turn  away? 

How,  thirsting,  flee  the  treasures  buried  there? 

For  now  dark  angels  fill  my  soul  with  what  bright  tolling! 

And  with  what  deep  cry  of  sorrow  and  of  solitude. 
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Cones  of  flame  are  moments  of  desire 
Burning  on  my  lips  and  through  my  fingertips; 
Each  sacred  flame  proclaims  its  mystic  birth. 
The  night  burns  bright,  but  glass  madonnas  twist 
The  light  to  water-shimmer  on  my  wall. 
And  songs  that  burn  like  incense  in  the  throat 
Of  stars  flow  down  the  sounds  of  time  to  fill 
My  silence  with  the  chill  of  requiems. 
The  winds  of  March  blaze  in  the  dark 
Like  jealous  loves — they  tangle  in  the  trees 
To  bleed;  I  flee  the  clustered  fires  into  sleep 
And  dreams  drip  down  from  magic  tapers 
Of  the  night  to  seal  my  eyes  with  child-sight. 

I  am  the  child-king  who  stands  upon  the  stair 

With  glaring  eyes  turned  toward  infinity. 

I  bear  a  lily-sceptre  and  a  golden  crown 

Yet  these  are  but  poor  things  and  powerless 

When  gulls  rush  screaming  through  the  halls 

And  phantom  horses  writhe  upon  the  castle  walls. 

I  dare  not  speak  nor  call  out  now  in  fright 

For  sounds  of  love  beat  down  upon  my  head 

A  measure  of  sweet  words  that  tick  the  lovers 

In  their  beds  to  sleep.   But  lonely  now,  to  hear 

The  wind-harp  singing  in  the  hall,  and  soft, 

The  lisp  of  snow  upon  the  window-panes. 

Strange,  that  kingdoms,  warm  in  dreams  should  sleep 

While  kings  and  jesters  watch  and  wait  for  night 

To  burst  upon  the  trees  and  shed  its  eastern  lights. 

Now  there,  below!    A  stir  of  wind!    A  minstrel  breath 
Of  bells  that  ring  upon  the  stair — A  jester  comes 
To  greet  the  king.    His  cheeks  curve  up  and  glow; 
He  laughs,  throws  back  his  head,  and  red  balloons 
Of  sound  go  bouncing  down  from  step  to  step. 
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What  rags  he  wears!    What  colors  in  him  flare! 
What  jingling  sleeves  and  silver  flute  thrust  there! 
He  peeks,  trips  up  the  stair  and  kneels  before  my  feet. 
He  is  the  only  one  who  dares  to  come  and  wait  with  me, 
And  I,  for  love,  would  kiss  his  hair,  would  touch 
His  lips,  and  suck  the  wisdom  rosy  from  his  veins. 
I  would  make  him  king  and  weave  his  hair  with  gold. 
But  jesters,  being  wise,  care  not  for  crowns  and  rings. 
He  nods,  winks  back  a  step  and  pirouettes,  then  flings 
His  singing  sleeves  at  me.    For  one  so  rich  in  song 
And  rhyme,  it  is  a  jest  to  bow  to  royalty. 
This  fool  who  sits  before  me  on  the  floor  holds 
In  his  eyes  the  secret  lights  of  cats  and  queens. 
He  bears  the  shadow  of  all  men;  he  wears  their  grin 
And  weeps  their  fears,  weeps  the  life  that  dies  in  sleep. 
Yet  in  the  night  this  jester  whistles  to  the  stars 
His  joy  and  dancing  here,  he  whispers  in  my  ear  a  tale 
Of  worlds,  of  light  and  sound  that  singe  eternity. 
His  words  awaken  in  my  soul  such  thirst,  and  sight 
That  crown  and  sceptre  glow  with  fires  burning 
Deep  in  me.    But,  bending  low,  he  twirls  his  sleeves 
And  glares  with  eyes  opaque  as  blind-man's  prophecies. 
"It  is  a  dream,"  he  sighs,  "this  world  of  fools  and  kings. 
Lovers  warm  in  tombs  of  sleep  will  never  rise  again. 
They  are  too  shrewd  to  dream;  too  old  for  poetry. 
Their  loves  are  streams  that  turn  upon  themselves 
And  furl  their  hissing  shapes  upon  the  sand;  they  sleep, 
Are  muffled  warm  in  sleep.    What  does  it  matter, 
This  dream  of  those  who  wake?    It  is  a  death,  a  cry 
Of  children  in  the  night;  it  is  the  breath  of  agony." 
Then  let  them  sleep,  while  we,  who  stand  upon  the  stair 
Watch  love,  like  some  great  glacier,  shook  from  night, 
Roll  down  with  thunder  in  its  lungs  upon  the  hills 
And  over  mountains  crouching,  dark  with  fear. 

A  frozen  garden  blossoms  at  my  feet. 
My  face  is  ruddy  in  the  snow  and  cut 
In  vaults  of  time  the  rubies  of  my  eyes 
Shake  snowlight,  ripened,  to  the  ice  below. 
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The  child's  cry  of  fright  that  rises  to  my  lips 

Is  whitened  into  thought.    Like  pointed  frost 

It  dies  unsaid.    For  who  in  kingdoms  of  the  dead 

Has  ears  to  hear  the  broodings  of  a  living  thing? 

And  is  there  ever  one  in  dreams  to  share  a  love 

Or  sing  a  dread  as  yet  unsung?    The  faces  curved 

On  baubles  hung  from  every  tree  deceive  the  eye 

Like  polished  coins  that  sell  a  borrowed  sun. 

These  are  the  painted  clowns  whose  masks  conceal 

An  inward  stare,  these  the  passing  songs  that  flare 

An  insolence,  a  melting  stung  from  frozen  melodies. 

A  music  rolls  beneath  my  feet, 

Follows  me  to  wake  this  garden  to  the  sight 

Of  what  strange  thing,  what  flesh  that  flowers 

In  the  snow.    And  these  are  gothic  bells 

That  smoulder  down  and  flow,  and  drums  that  beat 

A  hidden  mystery,  the  magnitude  of  rising  blood 

From  feet  or  hands  that  touch  and  sweep  a  rhythm 

From  these  singing  bones.    Cymbals  of  desire 

Are  swords  that  sport  the  passing  by,  the  blind, 

The  dark  retreat.    I  come  to  shake  these  lilies 

From  the  fields  and  breathe  them  back  to  life; 

I  come  to  warm  the  beauty  in  this  living  bread. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  bells  should  sing  my  name! 

But  strange!  bright  eyes  that  follow  me,  that  swarm 

Among  the  trees;  and  faces  creeping  down  my  path, 

Old  faces,  flared  like  parasols  and  heaving 

In  the  wind.    They  glare,  intruders  of  my  solitude. 

Yet  there  are  some,  fantastic  shapes  that  spin 

Before  my  eyes.    Not  mortal  lights  that  fill 

My  sight  and  make  me  cry,  my  thirst  for  love. 

Too  beautiful  to  die,  these  forms  that  gleam 

Now  edged  with  sun.    Their  eyes  turn  back 

And  urge  me  on,  beat  down  like  wings,  dark  wings 

Upon  the  air.    How  might  I  rise  like  these? 

How  fly?    For  I  am  heavy  as  a  mandolin, 

As  full,  as  curved  with  throbbing  sound. 

I  lift  my  hands  in  praise  and  they  are  burning 

Bird-wing  hands  that  soar  among  the  trees. 

I  run  to  greet  the  angels  shining  in  the  fields 
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But  there  are  jackals  sprawled  upon  my  path 
Who  shriek  insanities  and  make  me  mad  with  fears 
That  point  like  bleeding-hearts  beneath  the  snow. 
I  run,  I  lift  my  face  to  rain  and  sea,  I  strive 
In  vain  to  stop,  to  quench  these  cones  of  flame. 
But  mine  is  the  blood  that  sinks  black  roots 
To  hold  me  back;  mine  is  the  heart,  the  drum 
That  hurls  me  down  from  sun  to  sun; 
Mine  are  the  bones  that  snap  and  blister 
In  the  heat;  mine  is  the  flesh  that  breaks, 
That  wraps  the  night  in  blood  and  flame. 
Garden,  frozen  now  to  pain,  call  out  to  me! 
The  riding  moon  is  rotted  now,  the  stars 
Whine  down  the  sky;  a  wind-harp  sings 
Its  mysteries;  a  clown  bends  down  to  cry. 


AN  EMPTY  HOPE 


An  empty  hope 

The  spool  begins  to  whirl 

Cool  bright  silk  is  spun  into  the  night 

Silk  spins  cool 

All  is  spinning  by 

All  is  spinning  through  the  night. 

Long  ago 

I  rose  with  fragile  dusk-hung  moths 

That  flew  into  the  shining  bright  blue  air  and  disappeared. 

Long  ago  I  angled  in  the  dark,  the  closet  dark  .  .  . 
And  sharpened  into  a  strange  dark  angle  of  a  room 
I  wove  and  wove  my  mysteries  upon  a  shadow  loom 
And  there  my  dreams  were  born  and  died. 

And  long  ago 

I  fell  in  long  and  shining  human  strands 

I  fell  in  pieces  from  the  towers  of  the  night 
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I  laughed — 

And  still  I  fell  and  fell  until  a  million 

golden,  copper,  hammered  mouths 

tolled  and  echoed  in  my  ears — 
And  still  I  fell 
Into  the  great  wide  laughing  mouth — the  teacher  bell 

whose  madly  clanging  iron  tongue 
Beat  iron  sounds  of  life  into  my  mind. 

So  long  ago — 

I  pressed  my  nose  against  an  icy  windowpane 

And  great  white-glistened  flowers  etched 

themselves  upon  my  hands  and  in  my  brain  — 

Cold  white  frosted  flowers  on  my  hands — 

And  everything  I  touched  was  stained 

My  strange  ice-flower  stain — 

Upon  the  window  sill  and  on  the  mirror  in  the  room- 
on  shadows  of  the  dusk — 

That  fell  and  glittered  on  the  floor. 

So  long  ago  I  died  a  tallow  death — 
A  rolling  wax-warm  death  on  cut  red  glass  — 
Whispers  in  the  winter  air — flecks  of  chill  and 
shriek  of  foil  leaves. 

I  bit  an  apple  and  became  a  tree — 

Long  ago  I  flowered  on  a  branch  and  tore 

from  rain-days  golden  breath. 
I  flowered  and  spilled  my  endless,  gristy  seed 

on  licking  tongue-like  earth  below. 
I  rose  again  and  grew  and  lifted  up  fresh  lips, 

netted  in  my  burning  genius  hair  the  stars 
And  then  one  night 
I  fell  and  prayed  to  God, 
A  great  white  apple-tree  God, 

that  bloomed  an  endless  flower  bloom 

and  scented  all  the  timeless  midnight  air. 
I  caught 

and  held  the  air — 
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But  I  was  old  and  trembling  wood — 

And  there — 

It  seeped  into  the  strange  God-thirsty  earth — 

And  autumn  struck  like  all  the  rest. 

I  sucked  .  .  . 

And  oh  so  long  ago  I  fled  the  wind — 
I  fled  the  chimney  wind  and  hid  beneath  the  eaves. 
But  doctors  came,  came  on  ladders  from  the  east 
And  I  was  born  again  and  flew — a  great  white 

burning  bird — 
I  shed  my  scales  of  flame  upon  the  night — 
I  flew  the  holy  night  to  flame,  flew  down  days 

and  flew  into  the  bright  white  sterile  sun — 
Burning  ether  breath — I  flew  into  the  sun. 

Long  ago 

The  fevered  stars  bled  down 

Moons  whined  by  and  died — 

Pine  trees  iced  the  sky  with  bitter  winter-cry  .  .  . 

And  all  the  world  ...  a  sadness — endless  blue  and 

circle-square. 
There  at  the  bottom  of  my  well  .  .  . 
A  dead  and  dying  in  the  silken,  silent  waters 
And  points  of  light,  a  sadness  whirled,  and  bleeding 

stars  or  burning  eyes, 
Tangled  gleaming  hair  and  all  is  spinning  by — 
All  is  spinning  through  the  night — 
All  of  life  a  cool  bright  silk  is  spun  into  the  endless  night. 
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'NAIVE  AND  LIBERAL   ..." 

Naive  and  Liberal 

The  emancipated  human  with  his  unique  and  weakened 

mind  has  aged 

And  now  with  knowledge  hard  earned 

Paid  for  with  teeth  and  hair 

And  softened  stomach  and  hardened  arteries 

Sits  back 

Reclines 

Sips  sherry. 

He  is  no  longer  gullible 

(He  paid  for  his  knowledge  with  that  also) 

says 

"Naive  and  Liberal" 

The  son  of  a  bitch 

So  safe 

So  secure  in  age  and  knowledge  and  allowable  sneering 

Knowing  death  is  near 

Fearing  new  fires  in  his  brain 

Detesting  burning  rights  that  lit  his  younger  trimmer  days 

The  fat  son  of  a  bitch  wallowing  in  his  executive 

swivel  chair 

(Trying  to  forget  his  thinner  ways) 

He  saw  the  wrong  and  fought  and  quit  and  made  it  BIG 

And  now  regrets  his  decision  but  accustomed  to  his  light  life 

purposely  forgets  and  refutes 

Scream      Cry      Moan      Die 

But  he  is  safe  and  almost  convinced 

so  useless 

Mouthing  with  a  knowing  cynical  "I've  gone  through  this  stage 

etc"  look 

A  member  of  the  Faculty  of  Age 
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IN  THE  HEART  OF  NEW  YORK 

Do  you  know  old  women  are  carrying  lumps  of  coal  on  the  streets 
of  New  York 

Seven  thousand  dollars  worth  of  furniture  stolen  or 

damaged 

over  a  period  of  time 

from  a  housing  project 

in  the  heart  of  New  York 

The  corporation  that  built  the  project 

in  the  heart  of  New  York 

got  tired  of  this 

and  filled  up  its  pockets 

and  went  to  see  the  captain  of  the  precinct 

in  the  heart  of  New  York 

Twenty  cops  were  assigned  to  guard  the  project 

that  stood 

in  the  heart  of  New  York 

This  was  a  challenge  to  the  calculating  criminals 

who  stole  the  furniture 

from  the  pocketfull  corporation 

that  had  a  project 

in  the  heart  of  New  York 

The  calculating  criminals  succeeded  in  stealing 

more  furniture 

from  under  the  eyes  of  the  civil  servants 

that  serve  the  public 

and  the  pocketfull  corporation 

in  the  heart  of  New  York 

The  corporation  demanded  its  money's  worth  (as  a  taxpayer) 

from  the  contractor  precinct  captain 

and  he  stationed  several  men 

inside  of  the  lobbies 

of  the  well  warmed  projects 

that  blot  the  streets 

in  the  heart  of  New  York 

The  calculating  criminals  tried  again 

and  this  time 

they  were  caught 
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Two  eleven  year  olds  and  one  twelve  year  old 
And  then  they  sang 

And  the  brains  of  the  mob  was  then  apprehended 
One  eighteen  year  old 

Who  sat  in  a  truck 

after  giving  directions 

and  paid  his  henchmen 

the  fuel  paying  sum 

of  five  dollars  amongst  them 
All  four  born  on  an  island  of  sun 
But  bred  on  an  island  of  foreign  tongue 
And  unusual  cold 

Two  eleven  year  olds 

and  one  twelve  year  old 

looked  at  the  judge  and  said 

"son  a  beech" 

One  eighteen  year  old 

more  wise  in  the  ways  of  the  world 

and  not  in  the  juvenile  court 

kept  his  mouth  and  fists  still 
Grand  Larceny  eighteen  year  old       ten  to  twenty        so  long 
And  the  three  careless  minors 
Are  shipped  off  to  Warwick 
So  long  for  the  next  many  years 

Their  counsel  at  court 

was  a  Legal  Aid  man 

who  was  told  by  the  folks  of  the  three  tan  skinned  minors 

"they  no  good"  "we  doan  want  them"  "help  us" 

"please"      "please  help  us  send  dem  away" 

And  the  eighteen  year  old 

being  of  age 

had  no  folks 
Society's  rid  of  them 
for  the  next  several  years 
Breathe  easy 
Forget  them 
They're  gone 

Some  grandmothers  are  carrying  coal 
lumps  of  black  dirty  coal 
on  their  backs 
on  the  streets 
On  the  streets  in  the  heart  of  New  York 
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"OH  HIGH  AND  HATED  MALICIOUS  SUPREME 


Oh  high  and  hated  malicious  Supreme 

Why  did  You  put  me  here 

To  doubt  and  defy 

To  criticize 

Am  I  the  Eye 

Of  Lucifer 

Because  I  See 

Am  I  just  a  product  of  passion  .  .  .  or  .  .  . 

A  Hybrid  person 

Wilted  love  and  fleeting  joy 

May  have  been  my  birth  (heritage) 

I  wonder 

Am  I  the  hardly  audible  thunder 

Somewhere  in  the  background 

(The  doomsound) 

Heard  echoing  but  never  found 

Am  I  the  Angel  that  honestly  fell 

Am  I  the  Occupant  of  Hell 

Am  I  the  Dissenter  that  You  desire 

Am  I  predestined  to  live  with  fire 

Have  You  chosen  me  for  the  opposite  side 

Or  have  You  given  me  doubts  because  we're  Allied 


"KNOCK  IT  (!F  YOU  FEEL  YOU  MUST) 


Knock  it  (if  you  feel  you  must) 

But  don't  pretend  that  the  sounds  send  you 

And  if  belts  annoy  you 

Use  a  rope 

And  if  shoes  don't  agree  with  you 

Wear  sandals 

And  if  socks  confine  you 

Don't  wear  them 

But  still 
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Keep  your  toenails  clean 

Wash  regularly 

And  don't  use  that  rope  as  an  invitation  to  the  wild 

Greenwich  Village  orgies  you  read  about  in  exposes 

A  TRUE  HUNGER  FOR  THE  MUSES         YES 

A  FALSE  HUNGER  BECAUSE  OF  THE  MUSES       yes  (ON  OUR  PLANET) 

Dreamer  those  demons  that  scheme  ruin  your  dream 

For  I  have  often  dreamt  as  you 

And  the  dream  is  real 

The  world  is  not  a  set 

It  is  real 

For  no  performers  could  be  as  twisted  and  tired  and  tough  and  timid 

As  those  who  destroy  and  dissolve  your  destitute  dream 


"NOBODY  IS  VERY  GOOD 

Nobody  is  Very  good 

God 

And  nobody  is  Very  bad 

You're  not  Very  bad 

But  you  are  supposed  to  be  running  the  Show  God 

And  I  can't  quite  think  about  the  Show  and  still  sleep  well  at 

night 

Do  you  know  why  God 

God  why  are  we  black  and  tan  and  white 

Why  didn't  you  make  us  all  purple 

God 

Then  I  would  sleep  at  night 

God  I  think  pigmentation  stinks 

God  I  liked  her 

She  was  good  and  I  was  good 

And  the  Show  seemed  good 

But  I  forgot  nobody  is  Very  good  God 

I'm  not  Very  good  and  she's  not  Very  good 

I  hurt  her  God  and  she  felt  bad 

And  she  hurt  me  God  and  I  felt  bad 

And  now  we  both  feel  bad  God 

I  guess  because  nobody  is  Very  good 
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I  punched  some  guy  that  I  don't  know  God 

And  I  feel  bad 

I  didn't  even  know  him  God  and  I  hurt  him 

That's  because  I'm  not  Very  good  God 

But  I  don't  feel  Very  bad 

Because  he's  part  of  the  Show 

And  I  know  he's  not  Very  good 

And  he  cursed  me  God 

He  didn't  forgive  me 

And  my  hand  hurts  today  God 

And  his  face  hurts  today 

And  the  black  man  hurts  God 

And  the  tan  man  hurts 

And  maybe  even  the  white  man  hurts  God 

And  the  good  girl  hurts 

And  the  bad  girl  hurts  God 

We  all  do 

And  I  wonder  if  you  hurt 

Do  you  hurt  God 


THE  DESCENT 


While  descending  the  cement  ledge  the  contracting  increases 

The  mounting  tension  should  thunder  and  depart  but  it  does  not 

The  head  buried,  newspapered,  turbulent  mass  of  thumping, 

pumping,  whizzing,  oblivious  people  rush  into  the  perpetual 

dusk  of  that  hollow  hell  and  wait  impatiently 

You  can  always  hear  at  least  the  howling  nothing  and  in  a 

moment  or  two  the  crescendo  violence  of  the  broken  silence 

is  suddenly  surrounding  you 

It  is  always  an  unusual  experience 

With  guard  and  token  moat  this  monstrous  convenience  is 

guarded  greedily 

It  rushes  millions  to  their  31  Vi  hr  wk 

It  rushes  matinee  goers  to  their  Wednesday  lunch 

It  rushes  beggars,  solicitors,  blind  violin  players,  and 

one  armed  trombonists  to  their  next  beneficiary  and  meal 

It  rushes  the  lives  of  millions  of  rushers 
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Outsiders  mistrust  the  villainous  doors 

Outsiders  confuse  the  map  in  the  picture  window 

Outsiders  are  happy  for  it  confirms  something  they  suspected 

but  also  doubted 

Outsiders  wonder  why 

Militant  juveniles  rip  out  the  seats 

Ebony  hipsters  harmonize  shyly 

Bravado  suited  servicemen  embark  hopefully  (also  feeling 

rather  wordly  and  thinking  how  impressive  this  will  sound 

in  the  next  letter  home) 

Slumber  seeking  wayfarers  board  elusively  aware  of  the  expense 

but  also  aware  of  the  intimacy  of  the  crowded  last  seat  privacy 

Always  tearing  ripping 

hurriedly  anxiously  desperately 
Curves  are  painful 

redlights  are  tedious 
Even  the  halt  is  a  rushed  one 

stations  are  merely  obstacles  delays 
However  they  must  be  tolerated 
They  are  essential 

Expression  is  essential  and  expression  comes  only  through 
aggressiveness 

The  locality  does  not  matter 

Actually  once  the  locality  is  thought  about  the  expression 
becomes  forced  mustache  mutilated  gum  wrapper  soiled 
three  day  old  newspaper  shredded  penny  scale  incorrect 
Rushing  matters  that  is  all 
Rushing  from  one  end  of  the  line  to  the  other 
Start  again 

start  again 
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GUY  TRAIL 


Excerpts  from  Parts  1  and  3  of  "Atom  and  Evening,"  an 
unfinished  long  poem  in  50  parts. 


ATOM  AND  EVENING 

Title  Poem:     Part  1 

1 

Who  Speaks  to  Mankind? 

You  should  be  the  time  of  Evening, 
Balancing  age  to  nocturne  sight 
So  era  of  ripe  hearts,  epoch  in  fruit 
Where  now  the  pillar  of  breathing, 
Breath  swells  this  green,  white, 
Blue  as  purple  tide  of  New  Earth — 
Shall  I  speak  to  the  unknown  birth. 

Marriage  of  unequal  blood  when 
Hungry  seed  devour  each  Eden. 
Silver  wasps  lifting  into  bud 
Such  nimbus  wing  of  fantasque  tone 
That  silicoid  net  inks  carbon  tune, 
O  peptide  by  nucleic  scribe,  stone 
Is  unsighted.    Winds  scroll  octaves 
Through  these  sanguine  caves, 
Flares  smokily  current  of  shining 
Cities  where  in  shades,  in  shadows 
Sky  blue  dry,  shadows  sea  green  wet 
Crouches  Mother  Night  on  her  rune 
Of  dying.    Ice  town  fire  shushes 
Hot  horses  of  four  in  that  pyre. 
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Hear  at  least  some  horn  of  ape 
Flesh  the  breath  up,  fly  Ape  fly, 
You  secret,  you  unguessed 
Flush  the  breath  up. 
Above  the  sighing  law  lift; 
The  gulf  of  Vega  to  Orion 
Till  blindness  of  Palomar; 
Above  the  Aten  such  note 
As  make  a  worship  of  wonder 
By  truth's  reasoned  rhyme 
That  the  birth  of  man  be, 
Be  constant,  conscious 
And  sublime. 
See  Galaxy  whirl  in  Sing 
This  flame  of  infinite  spring. 

Section  3 

***** 


The  Poet  and  Nature 


Hail  my  steadfast  anger 
Spins  light  into  your  eye, 
No,  not  ignore  sacred  rhythm 
Nor  the  stuff  of  the  world. 
Sound  fact  of  art  forever  more. 

The  Poet  and  Love 

Who  is  specious  during  my  flood? 
In  what  mask  am  I  not  honey? 
Through  prisms  of  lung  moves 
My  legioned  spark,  nor  leaves  drop 
Unfelt  in  my  plural  ear. 
Leave  change  for  my  hand. 

The  Poet  and  Beauty 

Ask  all  form  to  build  temples  of  me. 
Strong  strides  my  shade  among 
Rolling  globes,  no  speech 
Out  of  nerved  mud  withers 
In  my  hand. 
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Eoventa  The  Dawn  Wind 

Where  is  woman,  dawnwind  that  does  not  approach? 

When  is  man,  that  mindstar? 

I  have  a  clock  in  my  wrist 

Which  runs  on  its  own  time. 

She  is  gone  though  I  hold  her  body. 

The  echo  stays  to  conjugate 

But  there  is  no  rejuvenation. 

Out  of  the  treasure  house  is  fled 

The  only  riches  of  the  world. 

O  her  bones  were  moons  of  music, 

Ivory  weathers  suckle  her, 

0  woman  child,  of  will  to  wish, 
Against  darkling  wine  is  laid 
The  rain  shape,  moving  fog, 
Isolation  vaunts  in  a  blur 

The  constant  debt  to  be  paid; 
To  feel  her  vaguely  caught 
In  some  thigh,  to  free 
The  image  out  of  the  female 
And  see  sound  escape 
My  tonguequick  cape, 

1  shall  find  her,  that 
Ghost  of  man  shown  in  the 
Stream  running  in  their 
Mother  veins.    Aspic 
Perspect,  frieze,  Gizeh  dirt, 
Nefer  or  Freya  you  are  mirrors. 

Manganic  steel  as  cobalt  arrows, 

Lend  to  her  your  foot,  O  clay. 

Golden  and  spinning  I  fling  her, 

Purse  free  out  of  my  hand. 

She  floats  up,  and  falls  high 

And  sears  the  troubled  air. 

Spinning  and  golden  down  to  dark 

Without  singing,  O  cry  your  name, 

Down  to  deep  without  speaking,  O  say  yourself, 


29 

Without  pause  her  dying  sparkles  my  sleep, 

As  the  drawn  out  in  dawn  shout  of  her 

Going  lamps  the  cerulean, 

Aureate  as  a  blazing  coin  in 

Purple  ocean  whirling  beyond  divers: 

But  up  she  sinks  to  where 

The  forgot  promises  blow. 

"Her  lips  suck  forth  my  soul,  see  where  it  flies" 

Women  were  a  magic  making  music  molecular. 

Atom-I  sat  throned  in  ear  shell,  as  sea  shell 

Percussed  his  antique  roar  of  the  semen. 

Poetry  or  what  is  hidden  in  it  leaves 

Earth,  clasp  echo  like  a  bell. 

Follow  her,  O  race,  who  is  yours. 

She  is  alone  with  things 

Her  bite  touches  death. 

Piper  and  she  leads  before  and  after 

Till  we  come  to  man. 


We  clasped  where  time  was 

Lazy 

And  murder 

Slow. 


Kissed  and  I  fled  into  fur 
Next  not  loyal  to  oxygen 
Finned  in  mutant 
Camel  hue,  vermiformed 
To  first  animal, 
Last  to  sperm. 
Litmus  Diminuendo 
Of  cleavage  in  sweet 
Atavism,  born  into  her  mouth. 
She  shed  me  to  greener  dam 
Where  I  fed  green  me. 
Dawn  song  woke  earth  and  soil 
And  I  caught  her  whisper 
Sun  blue  in  a  wisp  of  speech 
Up  as  colony  of  ionic  wheat 
One  nation  of  candence, 
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Empired  to  light,  I  arose  from  earth. 
The  patient  moon  signaled  long  return. 
I  saw  her  waiting  above  the  atoms 
And  under  the  suns. 
Soar  by  sol  to  see  her  prow 
Wake  tar  boat  wisdom, 
Underneath  the  molecules  she! 
Fled  to  the  bomb  star, 

0  her  eye  is  Novan, 
Implication  of  the  sky. 

Not  there  she  waits  me  in  the  muds 
Of  earth,  the  homing  slimes. 

1  came  over  the  crest  of  the  piled  Eons 
And  God  had  no  sword  to  hinder  my  feet. 
Kindle  then  the  mud,  O  she  eludes  my  lip 
Through  all  those  generations  of  dumb  spasms. 
Rising  and  dying  through  crescendo  of  life. 
Crista  for  trilobites  and  echinoderms,  I  came 
Across  five  billion  years.    Blown  by  her  laugh 
Into  my  mammal  mother  and  out  with  knowledge 
Blown  back  to  this  place  and  this  kiss. 

Where  is  she  who  bodies  forth  all  hope? 

No  form  of  living  thing  told  while  I  was 

Or  guest  to  their  house.    Unfound  I  completed  my  kiss. 

While  God  cackled  obscene  in  the  bed 

We  hid  all  gold  in  some  red. 

Dawnwind  was  momently  made  between 

Our  two  speaking  mouths,  she 

Fled  during  the  touch  of  the  silence. 

Peoples,  follow  your  songs 

Out  into  the  vast. 

Love,  O  myself  cast  forth  as  word, 

Namer,  wait  for  the  race  and  me, 

Lone  flame,  flickerer,  I  come, 

Poetry,  Dawnwind,  I  shall  watch 

Every  East  for  you. 

We  come  to  flesh  sound 

Which  power 

Has  storm  to  weary 

This  clay  wing? 
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Pilot  Poem 

Catch  them  my  always  ovate  eye 

Some  dark  sweet  speech  of  mammal's  hope, 

Yet  the  Universe  spirals 

In  its  always  ready  rope. 

To  some  criminal  human  faction 

Under  words  shall  I  utter 

That  lonely  fires  whole  our  human  fraction. 

Let  us  proceed  East  by  Indigold 

And  North  by  purple  spark, 

Past  Deneb  on  our  will 

Climb  meteors  above  the  dark. 

Needless  flower  path  mind  to  mind, 

Trust  to  far  South. 

Beyond  the  steep  grave  of  light 

In  circle's  strife 

We  bear  the  guerdon  of  our  life. 

Wreathed  in  the  loyal  dark 

West  but  past  before 

The  womb  finds  rest. 

***** 

That  these  may  create  minus  plan 

Infinity, 

The  city  of  Man. 

Bright  O  this  fine  star  burning 

In  my  breast 

Consuming  soul 

Feeding  me, 

Stakes  every  chart  as  a  pole, 

My  spine  is  a  tower  to 

Hang  flags  on. 

Strangers,  at  loyalties  end 

Build  some  fort  to  guard 

The  Unknown  age, 

We  labored  to  cut  its 

Port. 
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Part  3 

Section  2 
***** 


India  Boy 

Tall  he  was  to  be,  hot  with  women, 
His  eyes  beaconed  out  as  Ganges 
To  far  Everest  cries,  pure  expectant, 
He  is  now  bent  to  the  external  flame. 
Foodless  perish  fires  in  the  eye. 
Let  him  add  food  to  the  starving  field 
And  fertilize  grain  to  make  Gods 
From  him  other  fires  may  spark. 
Tell  this  to  his  mother 
She  will  be  comforted. 

Only  that  dry  wind  from  the  Deccon  sings 
And  well,  too,  throughout  his  ash. 
Believe  not,  one  other  air  stays 
To  record  his  meaningless  span. 
Wet  and  out  of  a  mouth 
Memorizes  his  end,  nor  allows 
Beauty  to  sway  in  that  field. 


South  Africa  Church 

She  is  golden  and  somehow  she  is  dead. 
She  is  adored  by  her  joyless  train. 
Ashamed  and  hidden  in  her  blue  eye 
Crouches  ten  drops  of  Negro  blood 
Like  commandments.    All  her  snow  skin 
Is  a  pretense. 
Moves  the  tongue 
While- the  whole 
Song  of  man  is 
Not  yet  sung. 
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CHUCK  THOMAS 

FOR  KENNETH  REXROTH 
IN  MY  2 1ST  YEAR 

And  now  it's  here 
And  now  it's  gone 
I'm  not  the  lesser  still 
In  thinking  back 
Upon  that  poemletter 
You  wrote  to  Eli  Jacobson 
Of  how  you  feared 
Those  of  your  stock 
Were  gone 

Are  gone 

Shall  be  gone 
No  banner  bearers  left 
No  anonymous  protesters 
Of  the  worldrape 

You  envisioned  a  globe 
Of  mold  men 

Hanging  on  Madison  Avenue  lamp  posts 

Nutless  gutless  wonders 

In  a  world  of  pastel  sham 

Right  you  were 
At  least  in  part 

The  Newyork  lamppost  hairyfairy  paperhangers 
Are  hanging 


Waiting 


For  a  paranoic  juvenile 
In  an  olivedrab  zootsuit 
To  push  the  mushroombutton 
Turning  on  steamheat 
In  a  global  hothouse 
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It's  even  been  said 
That  the  US  armyuniform 
Has  been  closely  modeled 
After  the  Luftwaffe  tux 
Of  worldwar  II 
And  government  contracts 
Will  be  filled 
By  Jewish  clothiers 
Yes 

Fate  has  its  twists 
And  turns 

And  wrenches 
And  squirms 

But  as  for  the  anonymous  protesters 

You  underestimated  the  mire,  Ken 

There  were 

And  are 

And  ever  shall  be 

Young  men  everywhere 
Who  suddenly  got  slapped 
Under  the  Coit  Tower  Bo  Tree 
And  took  the  eightfold  path  to  nowhere 
With  a  borrowed  pencil  in  one  hand 
And  a  roll  of  toilet  tissue 

Stolen  from  the  washrooms 
Of  American  universities 
In  the  other 


And  this  selfsame  tissue 

Fused  with  blood  and  guts  and  empty  campbellsoupcans 

Will  oneday 

In  an  evermore 
Schweitzerland 
Descend 
Into  the  waiting  hands 
Of  the  hungry 
Multitude 
Below 
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BUT  IT  WORKED  FOR  GANDHI 

Somewhere 

in  a  frustration-padded  university 
a  sociology  professor 

leaned  his  fat  belly 

on  the  edge  of  the 

podium 

The  learned  well-kept  mouth 

belched  out  a  well-meaning 

"The  crisis  in  the  South—" 

On  a  far-off 

disillusioned  planet  called 

Arkansas 
a  pale  skin  man 

kicked  a  dark  skin  man 

who  took  a  picture 
of 
THE  GREAT  AMERICAN  DREAM  IN  ACTION 
and  blood 

rolled 

and 

bounced 

across 

the 

pavement 

to  the  delight  of  pale  skin  onlookers 

who  thought  the  blood  had 

a  "nigger  color" 

to  it 

And  the  fat  belly  leaned 

and  the  fat  face  retched  out 

a  smart  man's  platitude 
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"These  things  take  time. 
Rome  wasn't  built  in  a  day. 
Belch." 

"They  have  to  be  patient. 
Belch." 
And  the  class  room  squirmed 

longing  for  a  Fridayafternoonbeer 

While  the  dark  skin  man  crawled  along 
and  the  spit 

landing  on  his  broad  shoulders 
dampened  his  white  shirt 
and  another  man  swung 
a  lead  foot 
well  aimed,  bone  breaking,  blood  flowing 
and  somebody  yelled 
with  self-satisfied  fervor 

"Kill  the  black  sonofabitch!" 

Belch 

the  learnedman  smoked 
from  his  cavern 
molar-lined 

making  hollow  sounds 
in  a  hollow  room 

filled  with  hollow  skulls 
"It's  unfair,  the  way  those  people  down  there  are  treated." 
"But  JUSTICE  is  slow." 


So 

while  justice  got  slow 
and  the  fat  man  got  slow 
and  the  hollowheads  swung  low 
and  the  lead  foot  swung  low 


A  YOUNG  MAN  BECAME  IMPATIENT 
with  the  slow  slow  slow 

the  bitchy  everlasting  slow 
the  belch  men 
the  kick  men 

the  stupid  planet 
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and 

he  pulled  a  long  sharp  piece  of  steel 
from  the  pocket  of  his  pants 
and 
CLICK! 

and  there  was  blood  and  they  took  him 
GUILTY! 
HANG  HIM! 

Yet  the  belchman  babbled  on 

on 

on  into  infinity 

about  abstractions 

such  as  passive  resistance 
and  patience 

and  understanding 
and  the  great  sunny  afternoon  wore  on 
and 

died 
and 

A  BELL  TOLLED 
The  hollowheads  sprang  upward  and  said 

Rah! 

and  ran 
and  ran 

leaving  fat-belly  saying 

"But  it  worked  for  Gandhi  and  eventually — " 

Meanwhile 

On  the  wormy  planet  they  hung  an  impatient  youth 

who  had  seen  enough 
Kickedmen 
Belchmen 
Hollowheads 
and 

THE  AFTERNOON  DIED  WITH  HIM 

And  many  more  men  hated 

the  slow  worm 

JUSTICE 
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And  soon  there  wouldn't  be  enough  rope 
to  handle  the  people 

breaking  through 
to  find  ultimate  truth 

on 

the 

no-longer 

planet 

Arkansas 


MOUNT  DADE 

Up  through  Mono  Pass 

August  58 

we  walked  an  old  mining  road 

and  turned  city  eyes 

midwest  born 

on  granite  spires 

standing 

whispering  in  the  wind 

Two  sounds  only 

aside  from  our 

strained  breathing 

the  whispering  wind 

and  the  fall  of 

mountain  water 

to  pools  of  azure 

deer-reflecting  grace 

into  which  we  looked 

and  saw  our  human  selves 

clean 

holy 

natural 

No  jetsmoke 

a  strange  absence  of 

sick  industrial  filth 

nature-scrubbed  to  the  point 

of  making  us  nervous 

for  fear  that  our 
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tobacco-laden  breath 
might  sicken  a  something 
which  surrounded  and  warmed 
and  cleansed  us 

I  in  my  young  21st  year 
stood  and  looked 
and  knew  that  it  must  end 
Back  next  day  to  the 
retching  screeching  city 

It  was  on  you 
that  I  nearly  died 
Mount  Dade 

Would  it  not  have  been 

just  as  well 

had  you  not  saved  me 

just  for  this 

heavily  populated  obscurity? 


THE  PRICE 

I'm  going  out  that  door  and  away  from  you,  she  said 

Please  write  to  me  or  call  from  across  the  street 

But  don't  let  me  get  near  enough  to  smell  the  body 

Of  your  words 

I  can't  stay  with  you 

While  they  cut  you  up 

and  make  of  you 

food  for  the  public  vulture 
You  wind  your  living  corpse 

five  times  about  with  ink  stains 
and  typewriter  ribbon 
And  then  with  audacity 

you  ship  yourself  C.O.D. 

into  (who  knows  what)  obscurity 
Where  would  our  children  eat 
In  the  literary  dog  pound 

where  the  catcher  might  mercifully  gas  them 
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as  a  special  reward 

for  a  time  not  visited  of  late? 

Yes 

And  goodby  Suzanne 

Yes 

And  let's  not  be  friends 

No 

I  could  not  stand  to  see 

Your  blue  eyes  across  6000  public  moats 

Your  raven  hair  wrapped  in  the  advertiser's  fist 

A  fat  fleshbroker  stroking  your  breasts  between  martinis 

Promising  a  most  comfortable  rapine  chastity 

Your  thighs  with  their  butterfly  noises 

Wrapped  round  dead  young  men 

With  positively  livelylooking  futures 

They  have  told  me  to  stop  being  so  negative 
While  they  proceed  to  positively  destroy 
the  world  I  love 

built  by  our  love 
in  which  I  love 

Yes 

The  time  of  the  rack  draws  near  Suzanne 

Yes 

You  are  leaving  with  my  love 

our  love 

never  talked  about 

only  felt 
I  ask  only  this  Suzanne 
That  somehow  we  keep 

between  us  that  silence 

when  the  butterfly  sleeps 
on  the  temple  bell 
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REQUIEM  1958  —  21  TOO  YOUNG 


On  the  picnictable  of  my  life 

Lies  the  fly's  wing  of  thought 

Deftly  removed  from  its  body 

By  the  paring  knife 

Held  in  the  sadist's  intellectual  hand 

The  rattling  of  my  disconnected  thoughts 

Like  a  thimblefull  of  mouse  droppings 

Suspended  by  a  silken  thread 

Hung  in  the  hurricane  of  life 

Reminding  me  of  the  rivers 

Unable  to  flow  through  their  own  sluggishness 

The  quiet  ones  who  go  out  with  a  scream 

The  noisy  who  pass  with  a  whimper 

The  polar  paradox 

The  inconsistent  contradicting  3 -year-old 

Wearing  a  snubnose  .38 

In  a  tiny  shoulder  holster 

In  order  to  be  ready 

When  the  star  man 

In  the  star  house 

Screams 

Go 
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ABOT  APTHEKER  LOWEN 


GAME 

I  cannot  understand  their  games, 

Nor  the  rules  that  they  carefully  worship. 

My  life  is  not  a  game  board  of  hours; 

Nor  a  document  written  for  the  jury  to  judge. 

I  cannot  unite  my  actions  in  numbers,  and 

Add  up  the  figures  to  a  desired  sum. 


TO  A  POET 

I'll  give  you  words— 
And  the  dead  seeds 
Will  burst  with 
The  sound  of  my  fury. 

You  think  I  am 

A  gentle  thing — 

I'll  give  you  words, 

To  break  your  brain  with! 

Of  slithing  kittens 
And  crow's  screams. 
Oh  you'll  hear  me  then  — 
You  wax  eared. 

I'll  throw  words  at 
You,  Poet,  till  your 
Pale  face  puckers, 
Shrivels  with  sound. 

The  sky  will  frenzy 

While  I  scream 

Through  your  skin 

And  tear  your  feathers  down, 
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ON  BECOMING  EIGHTEEN 

The  lanterns  of  the  universe  have  lost  their  charm. 

Behind  the  glitter  and  the  dancing — I  see  pain. 

The  stars  lie  dead  in  their  pits, 

And  the  wind  tears  at  human  skin  like  a  sharp  nailed  cat. 

The  city  buildings  pierce  the  sky  with  a  scream, 

And  I  am  not  insensitive  to  the  subway  colored  faces 

That  awkwardly  move  to  their  futile  destinations. 

Of  love  I  do  not  know,  for  the  man's  pretty  face 

Was  an  inconstant  vegetable  feeling  thing. 

And  the  painted  lady  was  rusting  at  her  joints. 

People  drinking  their  hours  and  mouthing  their  lives. 

Whispering  their  truths  like  demented  lies. 

And  Laurie  in  her  asylum  crying  useless  tears. 

But  the  pain  raged  above  all. 


"I  AM  LIKE  A  DISTRACTED  CHILD" 

"I  am  like  a  distracted  child"* 

and  I  weep  as  the  orange  bird  flies  away 

and  my  feet  on  the  wet  cement  tingle  and  burn 

with  the  city  sound  and  the  purple  reflection  of  neons. 

The  falling  rain  takes  on  the  color  of  the  city — the 

platinum  and  yellow — no  longer  restful  rain — 

screaming  with  the  sounds  of  a  million  wrong  tunes. 

And  the  black  bars  with  the  green  growing  behind — my 

hand  cannot  touch! 

And  I  weep  as  the  orange  bird  flies. 


Jimenez 
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THE  VIOLET  THRUSH 

Somewhere,  I  have  known  the  violet  thrush. 

It  sang  very  quietly,  I  have  heard  it. 

It  did  not  have  black  eyes,  but  blue. 

Its  song  surrounded  sound,  and  was  borne 

In  the  wind.    Only  in  twilight  was  it  heard, 

Part  of  the  shadows  and  timeless 

Rhythms,  I  have  seen  its  ivory  beak. 

Only  the  wildness  was  terrible  and 

The  red  winds  twisted  the  sun. 

Its  feathers  were  broken  and  the 

Song  shattered  into  sharp  glass. 

Somewhere,  I  have  known  the  violet  thrush. 

Only  the  world  was  not  kind  enough, 

And  the  children  then  wept  blood. 

"ANGRY  HOURS  THAT  WASH  .   . 

angry  hours  that  wash 

through  me  and  bleach 

my  bones  the  grey — 

white  ash  of  hate 

and  the  smart  young 

men  cursing  the  dusk-wing 

and  building  clay  models  of 

existence 

and  i  bathe  lost  in 

the  water  of  thoughts, 

rising  and  sinking  incoherently 

and  waiting  for  the  quiet 

that  comes  slowly  and 

with  malice  ends 

while  my  eyes  scream 

and  my  brain  is 

drowned  in  whispers. 
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ROBERT  PUTNAM 

THE  RUINED  CASTLE 

The  castle's  tower  shone  like  a  sword  blade 

Burning  in  the  setting  sun,  and  the  heat  of  the  day 

Slowed  down,  dogs  crept  back  to  their  shadowed  selves; 

Vespers  called  the  workmen  home.    The  first  evening 

Chill  moved  over  the  cobbled  stones  and  night 

Put  on  all  her  fires,  feeble  lights  hung  through 

The  open  doors  of  the  town.    The  fields  grew  lost 

In  fog,  and  wood  smoke  clung  to  the  gables 

Like  clothing;  words  and  bits  of  broken  music 

Sounded  down  the  hollow  ways  of  the  dark: 

The  castle  sank  behind  its  moat. 

Night  and  the  hills  wrapped  up  the  muffled 

Pots  and  creaks  of  the  retiring  houses; 

Children's  shouts  died  away,  and  the  cattle 

And  horses  shifted  in  their  stalls:    the  castle  walls 

Held  their  whisperings  like  a  giant  cloud. 

Sleep  settled  deeper  on  the  village  as  the  clock 

Struck  nine,  till  only  the  cloaked  accordion  notes 

Swarmed  from  a  public  place  and  dimmed  through  the  night 

And  the  chill  fog;  till  lanterns  bobbed  their  way  home. 

The  slow  footsteps  of  the  watchman  struck  till  they  slept; 

Now  movements  carried  only  cats  and  lovers  to  their  beds. 

The  castle  walls  gleamed  and  dulled,  owls  rustled 

And  watched,  as  a  hawk  feather  moon  burned  and  mocked, 

Then  turned  and  sailed  behind  a  cloud  her  way  to  rest. 

Only  the  cries  of  night  birds  holding  their  mice, 

Only  the  cats  walked  through  the  dark  halls; 

Till  in  deepest  sleep  only  the  walls  moved, 

Only  the  walls  waited  under  the  downy  fog; 

And  the  tower  barren  of  footsteps 

Watched  over  the  town. 
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THE  MAGIC  GARDEN 


A  gypsy  woman  danced  in  the  fire  wearing 
A  rose  in  her  hair  as  she  swayed  there; 
Her  eyes  gleamed  like  mercury:  the  flames  were 
Her  limbs  as  she  hungered  and  burned  there. 
Her  body  swayed  with  desire  and  she  sang 
Of  a  land  of  dreams  where  warriors  died 
In  their  love  of  war  on  a  field  of  blood: 
Where  anguish  was  a  blessing  of  the  damned. 

I  watched  from  under  the  trees  as  she  sang 

By  the  riverside;  I  watched  as  the  dead 

Came  to  throw  themselves  on  the  fire. 

And  around  me  were  the  shapes  of  men 

And  their  women  as  they  moved  to  a  secret 

Rhythm.     And  the  night  darkened  from  the  flame  .  . 

There  were  no  stars  in  the  sky. 

I  saw  there  dead  men  as  they  floated  by, 

Distorted  in  the  light,  then  passed  from  sight. 

And  two  came  dancing  on  that  stream  and  paused  there 

Where  ripples  wrecked  the  fire  glow: 

They  danced  in  a  trance  of  rapture  on  the  water, 

These  lovers;  they  danced  as  the  fire 

On  the  waters,  with  no  sound,  and  danced  away. 

Bodies  crowd  around  me  heated 

In  their  sensual  harmony, 

Groaning  from  labored  ecstacy; 

And  the  daughters  of  woman  uncross  their  thighs 

With  skillful  surety, 

Excited  with  a  slow,  unstable  music. 

Voices  come  from  moving  shadows  confused 
With  deeper  night;  they  beat  a  rhythm 
On  their  breasts.    And  the  leaves  rattle 
From  the  heat  in  sympathy  with  the  rest. 
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A  gypsy  woman  danced  in  the  flames  weaving 

Her  magic  dreams  and  I  am  slave 

To  her  desire.    Her  mouth  is  red  as  blood 

And  around  her  lie  the  forms  of  men 

Naked  of  their  flesh.    The  fire  burns  higher. 

Voices  vibrate  in  these  bones,  fiery  opals 

Create  their  eyes;  they  watch  the  woman  flowering 

In  her  pain  of  flames:    they  refuse  to  die  again. 

And  under  the  burning  waters  companies  lie 
In  their  sleep;  fishes  swim  among  them. 
The  red  foam  in  the  sands  by  my  side  is  the  froth 
Of  blood;  animals  lap  at  the  stream. 

The  great  boulders  here  were  once  giant's  skulls; 

They  lie  shattered  from  ancient  strife, 

And  the  caves  of  their  mouths  are  luminous 

With  phosphore  growth.    Things  growl 

Deep  in  the  hollows  of  their  sight; 

Shelter  for  dogs  that  gnaw  their  master's  flesh. 

Flowers  bloom  by  the  river  stream,  purple 

And  golden  as  sunlight;  small  birds  drink 

From  these  brunished  cups,  and  flutter  down  in  drunken 

Festival  till  they  beat  on  the  ground  like  angels 

Fallen.    The  flowers  shriveled  at  my  touch. 

By  the  river  stream  flowers  bloom,  and  bleed 

Like  animals  from  their  wounds: 

By  the  river  stream  flowers  bloom. 


I  tore  myself  from  that  rotting  ground  and  ran 
Through  the  dark,  escaping  hands  that  held  me; 
I  stumbled  endlessly  through  armies  of  blind  things, 
And  yielding  rocks.    This  might  have  been  a  cave. 
There  was  no  light  and  finally  no  sound  but  running  water. 
I  ran  till  I  stumbled  into  horrid  sleep. 
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Time  passed  and  I  woke  blinded  by  light, 
It  was  the  sun,  and  there  were  birds  singing 
Somewhere.    It  was  morning  I  think  for  I  was 
Wet  with  dew.    I  slept  again,  and  when  I  woke 
It  was  night:  there  were  stars  in  the  sky. 
I  stumbled  to  a  stream  and  soaked  the  blood 
Away  and  slept  again  and  woke  with  pain. 
I  could  not  move,  bound  by  death  or  chain — 
I  spoke,  but  all  was  still  on  this  silent  ground. 


SIX  O'CLOCK  IN  DECEMBER 


The  past  crawls  out  of  her  tomb — and  I 
Am  blind  of  words  in  a  world  of  need: 
I  cannot  breathe  in  this  tidy  room. 

And  words  when  they  come  tie  me  up;  hold 
Me  down  with  hope  and  despair, 
While  endless  possibility 
Hangs  itself  out  to  dry. 

n 

The  sand  of  your  face  eddies  from  the  past; 
Histories  in  ice;  crystals  play  on  the  pavement: 

(And  I  die  another  time, 

While  cattle  and  children  cry  for  grain.) 

I  think  whatever  I  can; 
I  form  whatever  I  am. 

m 

And  mouths  come,  and  mouths  go,  words  fall 
Like  grapes  from  the  vine; 
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Slide  like  mountain  snow  from  the  lips, 
Or  like  silence  descending. 

Lives  stream  like  mighty  rivers  turbiting  through  rock, 
Or  like  silver  clouds  floating: 

Until  they  flow  into  the  mouth 

Of  the  closing  minute  and  say  no  more. 

(O  Prince!  open  your  mouth  and  receive.) 

rv 

Yet  not  one  word  for  love, 

Though  loves  fall  like  robins  in  the  cold; 

Not  one  word  of  love, 

Though  the  syllables  fall  like  ice  on  the  field 

And  thought  is  flattened  of  its  wishes. 


Desire  breaks  out  of  its  year's  confusion 

And  I  am  sightless  in  the  cinema 

Of  living — I  can  not  sing  of  love's  fusion. 


VI 


And  thoughts  when  they  come,  unblessed  with  movement, 
Freeze  in  their  tracks,  steam  in  their  blood: 

I  have  died  here  or  anywhere, 

Or  there  a  hundred  years  ago  in  the  same  plaza 

Where  I  loved  you  once — the  same  dancers  dance: 

Their  kisses  make  an  avenue  for  .  .  .  it  is  six  o'clock! 
And  the  sun  announces  sex,  like  a  plague,  like  a  plea; 

While  pity  runs  on  her  cold  feet 
Past  September, 
Past  November. 
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VII 

And  months  come,  and  months  go,  prose  fails 
In  its  task  of  commerce: 

The  angry  light  between  the  stars 
(Seen  through  winter's  leaves) 
Unites  this  all  in  the  memory  of  bone. 

I  think  whatever  I  am; 
I  form  whatever  I  can. 

VIII 

We  beggared  the  wonder  of  love: 
And  the  past  and  the  now  cries  with  us 

In  its  hot  movements, 

With  tomorrow  blind  and  bleeding  of  reality. 


THE  VOYAGE 


In  the  vault  of  shadow  comings  the  kiss  of  time 

Snows  in  my  blood,  turns  to  its  Christ 

And  nails  him  down,  and  the  mummer 

Carries  his  flowers  of  wax  and  mummies 

Rest  in  their  sands.    I  turn  towards  death: 

These  lips  which  hang  down  to  kill  sweep  the  breath  away. 

No  intellectual  escape 

With  the  sad  dictionary  words: 

The  bells  turn  and  play,  like  swallows  feeding, 

And  the  beat  of  the  drum  pounds  in  my  head, 

Bidding  a  soulless  sleep: 

And  I  cry — these  minutes  for  a  kiss,  my  love. 

Wind  this  time  over  our  limbs, 

And  we  shall  lie  here  limed  in  our  golden  shroud. 
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And  the  mind  plays  with  its  dry  sticks, 
Breaking  its  shadow  men  in  the  dry  light; 
And  I  do  not  die.    The  symbolisms 
Of  the  dust  grave  no  tears  to  wash  my  eye. 

II 

Though  the  southern  queen  rise  from  her  rest 
And  gulls  and  geese  wear  crowns,  I  am  not  wise; 
Though  time  should  blind  light's  alchemy  of  birth, 
Number  the  loves  and  reflect  on  the  last  word, 
I  should  not  be  wise;  though  skylarks  sing 
And  speak  like  angels  and  lions  rush  and  roar 
Through  the  streets,  though  I  put  out  my  hand 
And  touched  time's  soliloquy,  I  would  not  be  wise, 
I  should  be  slain  by  this  and  living 
But  love  stays  me  in  her  withered  pose 
And  locks  my  mouth  with  her  damp  kiss. 

Bundled  in  a  name  a  sharp  thought, 

A  hand  as  warm  as  roses  in  July, 

As  weak  as  lovers  touch  in  the  arctic  hills 

Where  love  is  chilled  to  the  singing  bone: 

Cracks  my  way  home  with  an  ancient,  angry  verse. 

Ill 

Though  flesh  to  epigrams  be  turned  to  ash 

And  lost  to  sense  and  I  have  found  no  belief 

In  the  green  fields  of  the  summer  heat, 

Yet  shall  I  seek  you  through  the  cells  of  time, 

Though  time  should  burn  her  sacred  altars  down, 

And  there  is  no  known  way  out  of  the  dust, 

My  love,  and  no  blest  movements  in  the  chambers 

Of  the  sun  where  sight  explodes  in  the  fire; 

There  is  no  way  home  from  the  death  of  the  stone: 

Yet,  could  love  mock  time  and  reconstruct  the  bone, 

Then  might  the  fountains  of  the  heart  spring  up, 

And  find  love  washing  alone  in  the  cool  twilight. 
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THE  BLIND  FINGERS 

I  crouched  from  sleep  into  a  shadowed  land 

And  found  my  loves  were  fingered  past  their  shape — 

Like  thrashed  wheat  stems  their  arms  lay  down  to  pray. 

And  my  eyes  bled,  staring  on  that  dark; 

Night's  drapes  disguised  my  orchid  moulded  face; 

Acid  flames  searched  through  my  lungs  and  washed  themselves 

From  funnels  that  were  throats,  and  dripped  from  mouths 

Like  sleeping  waters — these  bones  were  my  friends 

Before  flesh  turned  and  found  us  on  the  plain. 

The  moth  that  burns  near  is  myself  or  a  beast; 

Wings  touch  my  lips  and  numb  the  scent  of  thought, 

Till  sense  runs  lost  through  endless  weaving  streets. 

The  sunlight  like  the  night  feeds  from  this  mouth; 

Flees  this  volcanic  possession. 

Yet  ice  still  forms  on  my  burning  arms 

And  my  fingers  freeze  to  this  quicksand  ground 

As  I  watch;  and  turn  towards  dreams  to  slay. 


THE  DREAM 

Out  of  a  shadow  riding;  out  of  my  fears; 

Out  of  a  woman's  hand  crept  life  in  the  night, 

Wrapped  my  sleeping  thought  with  need.    I  was  strong 

In  the  wars  of  man:  cities  and  women 

Fell  with  fire;  man  came  riding  on  his  machines, 

And  gasoline  flowed  like  blood:    the  armor 

Crushed  my  bones.    I  fled  with  a  friend 

Towards  death  in  the  air  and  shot  him  down  in  flames. 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  flew  into  the  sea. 

I  changed  to  a  woman  once  the  elements 
Of  wishes,  she  was  lovely  as  any  vision. 
I  found  a  stranger  in  my  side  and  let 
My  blood  to  catch  her  in  a  form.    I  dreamt 
A  woman's  love  but  lost  it  as  I  died. 
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THE  FURTHER  DREAM 

The  branchings  vine  turns  out  a  windy  form 

And  mirrors  conceive  in  their  agony 

The  violent,  loving  act:    Vision  gifted, 

Bodies  burn  in  the  childless  night  of  lust; 

Meteors  fall  to  pain  goodby  in  the  holy 

Flesh,  and  boneless  forms,  held  up,  force  a  strange, 

Silent  blood  that  lives  like  God  and  dies, 

Crying  for  pity  in  the  virgin  thighs. 

Victims  burn  in  the  brain  where  drunken  dreams 

Stagger  out  like  blind  holy  things  and  speak 

In  the  streets  where  blood  red  flames  weave  like  weeds 

In  the  washing  sea,  blessed  and  bowed 

On  this  wrecked  day,  when,  in  amber  morning 

Bees  mourn  in  the  solid  clay  and  fly  out 

Again  to  love  and  die,  and  be  lost  from  bone 

And  thought  in  the  morning  gloried  vault — . 

Bird  sent  logic  and  elegy  of  lyric  wind 

Burn  down  the  obsidian,  sacrificial  dawn 

And  bring  the  mourners  to  failure  in  their  death. 

Till  sentinels  raise  them  up  to  love  in  the  apple 

Scented  night  and  sink  down  the  shadowed  hills 

Of  green  wishes.    Strike  them  down! 

The  embryonic  bone  swims  in  the  blind, 

Sunny  sea  and  spreads  those  numb  red  images 

Like  fingers  in  the  heart.    Strangers 

Mouth  the  final  syllable — artifact 

On  the  sacred,  burning  ground  where  need  turns 

And  words  kill  again,  till  risen  the  Christ  speaks. 

I  know  no  sins  to  curse  the  promised  ruin. 

Where  rage  the  songless  bird  trapped  in  a  fierce 

Flame?    the  leaves  and  heads  of  laughter 

Fail,  to  dance  in  the  fiery  fountain. 

The  hammered  nail  pins  down  the  martyr's  breast 

To  twist  in  death's  rhyme,  heavy  on  the  harsh  beginning: 

Brings  forth  in  painful  word  the  further  dream. 
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ON  BEING  THROWN  OUT  OF  MAX'S  PARTY 


I  have  sometimes  been  stepped  on  by  those 

More  sane  than  I,  while  I  lay  retching 

On  the  floor  (and  murder  occurred  in  Europe); 

And  then  tomorrow  I  read  the  news  and 

Sobered  up:    thousands  died  and  none 

Cried  out.    And  I  have  argued  right  and  freedom 

With  some  intellectuals,  sick  for  truth; 

And  again  drank  beer  and  sang  of  beauty, 

And  the  final  Utopian  dream 

Of  state  and  mankind, 

But  this  is  past. 

Those  I  thought  to  be  fools  are  not  foolish, 

And  those  I  thought  to  be  friends  are  not  friends. 


Should  I  say  and  lie  that  I,  comic  and  sickening 

Poet,  have  held  with  Shelley  and  his  kind! 

I  have  not. 

I  have  run  amok  (apologies  to  Al), 

Staggering  in  the  street,  sick,  cursing 

The  police:     and  I  have  told  lies; 

But  I  have  never  lied. 


"For  this  world  we  live  in  none  of  us  is  bad 

Enough,"  said  someone  quoting  someone; 

And  I  only  coughed,  drinking  more, 

Till  a  friend's  friends  called  me  mad,  mad  enough 

To  die;  but  this  is  past.    And,  last  night, 

While  the  Queen  said  her  prayers  to  sleep, 

And  Adina  and  Joe  were  too  true  to  keep, 

And  I  in  my  sober  self,  with  Dick  the  Devine, 

Was  cast  out,  stranger  and  all,  strangers  of  kind — 

While  not  a  heretic  was  slain  and  Europe  slept 

In  its  fate  and  all  the  hells  of  hate  were  kept 

In  close  chain  for  a  better  cause  of  state, 

We  suffered  this  simple  grief. 

And  wandered  to  our  beds  alone  and  turned 

To  ourselves  each  sorrow:    Waiting  for  tomorrow. 
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Suppose  I  menace  the  shrines  of  love? 

Suppose  I  menace  the  shrines  of  love?    Obscurely 
Passions  slide  in  the  corners  of  the  mind, 
And  yesterdays — there  settles  a  drugging  perfume, 
And  there  gray  pantomime.    A  stranger,  his  guitar, 
And  a  banjo  rings  (familiarly  I  am  told 
That  no  one  understands  a  word  of  what  is 
Being  said)  and  a  girl  sings.    A  wild  man, 
His  eyes  dim,  hollows  a  rhyme  for  ornament. 
From  this  land  a  slight  remove  to  somewhere  .  .  . 
We  pass  there  after  our  women,  after  praise. 
And,  disimpassioned,  home  alone,  or  not  alone; 
Has  anything  significant  been  overlooked?    Perhaps. 
For  posterity  we  must  leave  some  children; 
Leave  some  cities;  let  women  sell  for  more  than  gin. 


SONNET  FOR  ANNE  FRANK 

It  has  been  said: 

Do  not  let  your  mania  for  truth 

Make  you  blind  in  the  application. 

It  has  been  said: 

Do  not  let  your  desire  to  forget 

Let  you  forget  the  fragrance  and  sediments  of  war. 

It  has  been  said: 

We  must  love  one  another  or  die. 

The  lie  steams  in  the  words, 

Truth  swallows  the  half  truth 

And  forgets;  we  neglect  to  love. 

The  torture  chambers  are  crowded. 

The  cement,  the  flesh,  the  blood  reeks. 

It  was  said — 

This  cruelty,  too,  must  end  .  .  . 

— Belsen 
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THE  WEIRD  SORROW 

Shaped  a  flower  and  watched  it  seed; 

The  flower  returned,  I  did  not  heed  the  warning- 

The  scent  carried  me  away  in  prophecy. 

(Prophet!    Do  not  forsee  tomorrow.    Relent.) 

The  poisons  of  time  I  found  (also  passions) 

I  followed  the  long  steles  of  promises 

And  found  when  the  river  begins,  dry  sands. 

And  found  here  where  the  river  ends,  dry  sands. 

I  dared  not  to  speak — 

When  suddenly  I  discovered  my  death, 

(Also  the  leaves  were  golden,  the  dry  dawn) 

In  her  lips  to  purify  and  left  again 

— in  a  crowning  of  dread. 

The  dead,  ah,  the  dead  speak. 

I  prophesy  the  dry  dawn — I  prophesy 

Tomorrow. 

Fear  explodes  the  dawn  to  fragments 
Streaks  like  meteors  that  shower  .  .  .  falling, 
Streak  black  and  darkness  around. 
The  light  is — extinguished. 
But  the  dead!    The  dead  sing. 


II 


From  walking  up  and  down  in  Heaven,  in  Hell 

I  returned  once  again  in  the  frozen  months; 

The  dawn  was  sleeping,  almost  born,  its  direction. 

Thunder  caved  in  the  day  when  I  returned; 

The  stars  were  burning  in  winter; 

Their  dynamos  were  almost  named, 

But  spring  also  was  refused. 

The  spring,  I  say,  could  not  return. 

Thereupon,  unknown, 

The  echoes  and  shadows  of  tomorrow 

Were  taught  miracles,  set  free  with  dice, 

And  the  carnage  was  monstrous. 
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While  suddenly  the  stars  grew  pale, 

(Old  men  crying  for  their  youth 

And  youth  crying  for  their  age.) 

All  winter  sealed  in  her  bed  of  leaves 

Burst  out  her  giant  golden  bell — 

With  the  sound  (and  the  stars  were  ringing), 

Hell  and  Heaven  both  fell  (endlessly) 

Demanded  what  dread  freedom  to  be? 

Left  tomorrow — ripening  sunflower. 


Then  came  one  intoxicated  in  his  prophet's  sight 

Then  came  one  intoxicated  in  his  prophet's  sight, 

Cursing,  as  we  sipped  our  evening's  beer, 

And  the  furnace  of  his  mouth  made  us  tremble. 

We  waited  for  hell  to  come. 

But  nothing  happened;  our  beer  turned  stale; 

We  ordered  more — later  there  was  a  stabbing. 

Then  came  one  in  her  virginity, 

Weeping,  as  we  sipped  our  beer, 

And  the  pity  in  her  voice  made  us  burn — 

Wet  kisses  to  mix  her  tears. 

But  nothing  happened;  the  police  came; 

Shot  a  man  .  .  .  (someone  we  knew). 

Then  came  one  wise  and  serious  in  his  youth, 
Speaking  of  the  many  lands;  the  women  he  knew. 
We  listened  and  sipped  our  evening's  beer, 
And  the  rushing  of  his  words  stopped  our  throats. 
We  thought  of  the  lands,  the  lust  of  women: 
But  nothing  happened;  later  there  was  a  stabbing. 
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THE  NORTH  WIND 


We  wait  North  Wind  in  the  December  snow 

And  the  incendiary  cold  breeds  in  the  brain. 

The  sage  with  his  vision  wails  up  and  down 

The  day  prophesies  man's  deliverance,  perhaps 

But  the  pestilence  of  ruin  knits  each  tongue 

While  every  mystery  flows  dry  in  the  breath. 

Without  hope  we  build  our  fiery  rhetoric 

And  malice  and  blame,  drain  from  lovers'  eyes. 

The  light  atomizes  in  the  snow,  cooling  ash. 

There  are  no  questions  left  to  ask. 

We  are  silent  and  nurse  flowers  of  hysteria; 

The  earth  waits  locked  with  glaciers,  holds  no  surprises, 

And  the  old  myths  of  promise  are  buried — forever. 

The  desperate  metamorphosis  of  the  holy  words 

Birth  only  knowledge  of  all  that  is  and 

The  bitter  winter  night  and  a  worse  despair. 

And  nothing  being  denied  but  nothing  possessed. 

Let  us  burn  up  the  hours  with  alcohol 

And  stumbling  in  every  bed  and  alley 

Fighting  always  again  in  the  streets  to  fall — 

A  long  crystal  sleep  and  no  questions  asked. 

But  the  north  wind,  each  cry  is  a  silence: 

In  the  north  wind  each  birth  is  thin  as  night: 

In  December  the  north  wind  burns  each  miracle  to  stone. 

There  is  left  only 

The  difficult  creation.    Beyond  beauty. 
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I  tumble  to  my  gray  beard  on  a  loutish  spring 

I  tumble  to  my  gray  beard  on  a  loutish  spring, 

As  I  go  singing  down,  cup  in  hand — 

Madman  set  for  a  new  bell  in  my  pale  age. 

Old  men  shake  dull  heads  and  scold. 

And  in  my  cocktail  hour  when  tides  were  green 

I  danced  in  surfs  of  words,  and  trumpet  days 

Of  my  youth  when  feathers  were  wild 

As  birds,  I  was  a  hungry  wind 

Brawling  in  the  streets  of  sin  with  woman 

Lashed  to  my  side  and  laughing  for  a  night 

Cry  to  cleanse  my  flashing  arms.    These  gray  eyes 

Burn  with  loves  preying  in  my  dreams 

And  my  young  bones  fuse  with  the  dawn  suns 

Pillowing  my  arm  on  a  dewey  breast; 

My  heart  is  a  raw  sea  that  bleeds  old  lust 

Hammering  in  my  head — Never  now  to  break 

My  bones  in  a  bed,  nor  bead  my  sins  for  a  cloudy  rest, 

Or  haven  my  sinking  ship  on  a  dry  rock, 

But  roaring  wild,  sea  sail  down  the  sun 

And  ghostly  in  a  harlot's  mouth  fish  a  Babylon 

To  make  old  bones  break  to  the  sands. 


A  CHILD  PLAYING 


In  these  cruel  hands  breaking  rosebuds  find  wrapt 
A  human  kindness,  a  love,  and  unnamed  yet, 
Pity  for  the  stoned  bird. 

A  child  fixed 
In  solitary  concentration  and  by, 
In  odd  rows,  fierce  idols.    And  cakes  cracking 
Under  the  tree  sent  sun.    She  seeds 
The  blest,  murdered  flowers  on  her  mud  men. 
Wild  feathers  are  teeth  or  death;  and  cockatrices, 
Fiery,  leap  from  the  pebble  den: 
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The  swinging  green  apples  are  witches'  jelly  eyes — 
Twigs  bind  them  down.    Then  hands  are  holy  shrines. 

The  phoenix  leaps  like  a  silver  fish  out  of  the  sun, 

Out  of  its  nest  in  the  muddy  pool,  and  .  .  . 

The  village  market  noisy  with  ant  slaves 

Selling  sand.    Hell  flies  fall  down  and  bear 

The  king  away.    The  green  horses  shake  their  green  leaves; 

And  the  sun  beats  the  harbor  still. 

The  boulder  dragons  break  their  chains! 

Flee!    My  child,  O  flee! 


SONG  OF  THE  RIVER  TREES 

Time's  dugs  hang  down,  hang  low 
Like  swine's  jaw  or  death's  hands, 
Draining  the  day's  sap  away. 
And  man  awoke  in  his  cage 
Of  rage  to  pray;  wept  always 
The  just  with  the  untrue 
In  his  passing  song's  delay. 

Sounds  of  the  river  trees,  leaves  tapping; 
Sound  of  the  dust  cloud  falling 
On  river  water  is  time's  passing. 

A  woman  once  tied  love  in  her  veins, 

Caught  up  the  bell's  sound  in  her  arms 

And  held  cupped  in  her  hands 

In  a  cluster  of  stars  the  ringing 

And  silences  of  the  great  bells. 

She  gave  for  a  prayer  her  faith  and  her  death. 

Sound  of  the  wind  fall  on  the  ground 
Under  the  grasses.    Sound  of  a  leaf 
As  it  falls.    Sound  of  the  green  fruit. 
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BRIEFEN  MY  DARKENING 


1. 


Panting  for  years  the  bird  flying  gag  man 
Cracks  his  head,  fasting  his  libido 
For  the  shotgun  blast  to  his  holy  lady 
And  a  neon  reunion  in  her  tissue  lily  day — . 
Bomb  her  cockshell  heart!    veins  burst; 
Sun  of  the  sea,  enlighten  her  stone  need. 
(Coursing  grass  pens  meteoric  calves  butting 
Fatal  play,  then  the  warm  milk  to  nurse.) 

Hills  of  basalt  the  wind  fissured  vents 
To  the  grasping  core  fiery  arms  to  clasp 
My  folding  wings  in  asphalt  burial 

0  my  asbestos  flesh  are  proof. 
Smote  high  bubble  explosive  force 
This  restless  star. 

1  am  blue  as  ice  but  elements  swallow  me 
The  solar  vacuum  of  my  sight  and  what 

I  see  spins  out  with  all  my  enlistment. 
Flesh  and  the  glacial  wastes  of  space 
Rich  with  debris  moveless  in  their  darking 
With  slight  bird  call  ending  sound — 
My  final  light  code  breath 
Shall  I  with  dying  begin. 


2. 


Then  the  wild  birds  sang  and  screamed 
Trees  bloomed  and  cries  tore  the  spectrum  child 
And  boomed  their  speech  ignorant  as  time 
If  time  ever  horribly  and  vast. 

For  existence  my  madman  gangster 

Planning  his  escape  moved  too  soon 

And  the  day  happened. 

Harsh  even  in  eden  month  for  death  .... 

Ballast  through  the  islands 

The  hidden  destruction  and  ritual  dressed  in  flesh. 
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The  remedy,  her  kisses  were  golden 
Spikes  empire  needy  like  death 
Again  the  field  of  meeting  was  bare  as  acts 
To  come?    the  dawn  star  sang  blood 
Riffling  out  of  the  torn  throat,  kill  first. 
Warning  again  for  murder  was. 


The  blind  man  stabs  with  his  eyes 
And  centuries  flow  with  his  touch. 
And  I  find  the  meter  of  a  dream, 
Or  dreaming,  as  I  crack  the  twelve  bells 
Of  time  and  lava  flows  to  the  word. 


The  first  born  spoke  to  the  thunder 

Held  lightning  on  his  tongue 

And  living  begot  death  with  child 

Spoke  loud  for  its  own  sake 

And  death  demanded  for  all  that  was 

The  universe  to  swallow  till  nothing. 

Enlivened  the  fiery  root  rock 

Sand  stood  and  held  the  hand  named. 

Sun  swan  clearly  and  burnt. 

(Drank  the  wine  of  denial  and 

love  gave  the  tryst  of  beauty 

(the  creation  opposed  was  held  one) 

— the  stranger  life  in  the  shoals  of  the  sky 

Flowered  weed  of  time 

shook  all  heavy  eternity 

forests  by  desert  wind 

grinding  the  accidental  seed. 

Glassy  were  the  eyes  by  the  first  cut  ax 

passing  days  milked  out  iron  dispatch 

bronze  rotted, 

burial  stone  fell.) 

Hollow  points  the  grave  knives  turned 

And  dust  filled  all  the  infinite  cities 

Where  the  weeping  daughters  followed  oblivion's  cave 

Their  bones  ground  into  stone. 
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The  willow  sound  and  the  water, 

Strangely,  the  hawk  cry 

Once  heard 

Are  stone  forever. 

Sea  forest  fount 

Smashed  on  green  shore — ebbed  into  stone 

Withered  with  the  tall  sky  and  dawn 

Crept  out  decaying  eye  pits  to  count 

Which  grew  from  the  dead  hand 

And  lightning  struck  each  word  the  Curse. 

In  a  vast  water  Fate  dragged  his  food 

Remembering; 

The  blood-fish  stained  fingers  pull  their 

Nets  of  violence  to  and  fro. 

Elements  coiled  and  consumed 

Ribs  formed 

And  burned  in  the  dragon's  tooth — 

Time  splintered  the  angels'  wings  .... 

Of  possibility  the  Curse 

Briefen  my  darkening 

And  slowly  my  last  shouting  hour  comes 

Long  was  the  day  for  murder 

And  brief  the  slowly  time  comes — 

Nothing  East  to  my  left  hand. 

I  bequeath 

You  lowly 

Make  your  death  shout  loud. 


SUDDENLY  MY  SULLEN  HEAD  BEAMS 

Suddenly  my  sullen  head  beams 

On  a  black  jet  of  confusion 

And  the  light  shrank  drunkenly, 

Slumbered  the  unsuffered  repose 

Black  as  a  saint's  deliverance 

I  unbarred  all  hell  for  awe. 

The  means  were  hot  for  picking, 

The  packed  caverns  emptied  to  some  day, 

Like  mountains  of  fish  in  death's  field 
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I  counted,  uncapped,  each  clay  head, 
Tallied  one  day's  figures  for  my  rest  .  .  . 
Crawled  each  rum  jagged  deed,  fortuned  dead. 

I  drag,  shell  cut, 

Blue  as  mud 

And  dead  as  an  eye 

The  day's  soul  out  to  drink  .  .  . 

Is  there  enough  even 

Of  the  slain  new-born 

To  cleanse? 


THE  UNPOSSESSABLE 

To  unnerve  her  innocence 
And  wither  down  the  blossomed  breast 
To  the  yellow  clay  of  summer. 
Loose  the  cow  bell  halter  of  sin, 
And  plant  the  wormy  apple  seed 
In  the  mind — 

Cast  the  uncertain  smile  in  a  red  relief 
Of  monotony,  impail  her  soft  walk 
With  noon's  bark;  distill  the  cosmetics  of  love 
With  our  vaseline  comforts 
Lay  her  down  on  the  bed  rocks 
Of  her  blood- 
Punch  out  the  greater  milk 
With  a  first  wail  of  inheritance 
Tap  her  secret  rain  of  sex 
With  a  lightning  sky,  parched  with  flesh 
And  a  host  of  mouths  sucking 
Away  the  soul — 
Twist  her  belief  of  memories  and 
By  the  arrows  of  death  and  always  war 

O  the  bells  in  her  thighs  were  heavy 

As  jubilation 

Thick  as  disobedience 

The  umber  of  her  eye 

Washed  away — 

Tomorrow  .... 
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